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Scene,     the  Country, 


THOMAS     and     SALLY. 


ACT        I. 
SCENE,  a  village  at  the  foot  of  a  hill^  with  a  cottage  more 
advanced  than  the   reji9   on  one  fide.     Sally  dij covered 
fpinningat  the  door* 

Sal.  T\/fY  time  how  happy  once  and  gay  ! 

1VJL  Oh,  blythe  I  was  as  bly  the  could  be  £ 
But  now  I'm  fad,  ah,  well-a-day  ! 

For  my  true  love  is  gone  to  fea. 
The  lads  purfue,  I  ftrive  to  fhun, 

Though  all  their  arts  are  loft  on  me ; 
For  I  can  never  love  but  one,  ji 

And  he,  alas  !  is  gone  to  fea. 
They  bid  me  to  the  wake,  the  fair, 

To  dances  on  theneighb'ringlee  ; 
But  how  can  I  in  pfeafure  fhare, 

While  my  true  love  is  out  at  fea  ? 
The  flowers  droop  till  light's  return, 

The  pigeon  mourns  its  abfent  Ihe  ; 
So  will  I  droop,  fo  will  I  mourn, 

Till  my  true  love  comes  back  from  f  a. 

Enter  Dorcas. 
Dor.  What,  will  you  never  quit  this  idle  trade  ? 
Still,  ftill  in  tears  ? — Ah,  you're  a  foolifh  maid  ! 
In  time  have  prudence,  your  own  int'reft  fee  ; 
Youth  lafts  not  always  ;  be  advis'd  by  me. 

That  May-day  of  life  is  for  pie  a  fu  re, 

For  linging,  for  dancing,  and  fhow  ; 
Then  why  will  you  wafte  fuch  a  treafure, 

In  fighing,  and  crying — heigh-ho  ! 
Let's  copy  the  bird  in  the  meadows, 

By  her's  tune  your  pipe  when  'tis  low  ; 
Fly  round,  and  coquet  as  fhe  does, 

And  never  fit  crying — heigh-ho  ! 
Though  when  in  the  arms  of  a  lover, 

It  fomctimes  may  happen  I  know, 

A  a  That, 
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That,  'ere  all  our  toying  is  over, 
We  cannot  help  crying — heigh-ho  ! 

In  age  ev'ry  one  a  new  part  takes, 

I  find  to  my  forrow  'tis  fo  : 
When  old  you  may  cry  till  your  heart  achsr 

But  no  one  will  mind  you — heigh-ho  ! 

Sal.  Leave  me. — 

Dor.  Go  to — I  come  to  make  you  glad  ; 
Odzooks,  what's  here?  This  foliy  fets  me  mad. 
You're  grieving,   and  for  whom  I — 'tis  pretty  fport — 
For  one  that  gets  a  wife  at  ev'ry  port  ! 

Sal.  Dorcas,  for  fhame  !  how  can  you  be  fo  bafe, 
Or  after  this  look  Thomas  in  the  face  ? 
His  fhip's  expe&ed— 

Dor.  Tell  not  me— -The  Squire — 
As  Tom  is  yout's,  you  are  his  heart's  dcfire — 
Then  why  fo  peevifh,  and  fo  froward  ftill  ? 
He'll  make  your  fortune — let  him  have  his  will, 

Sal.  Were  I  as  poor  as  wretch  can  be, 
As  great  as  any  monarch  he  ; 
'Ere  on  fuch  terms  I'd  mount  his  throne, 
I'd  work  my  fingers  to  the  bone. 

Grant  me,  ye  pow'rs  !  I  afk  not  wealth  ; 

Grant  me  but  innocenve  and  health. 

Ah,  what  is  grandeur  link'd  to  vice  ? 

'Tis  only  virtue  gives  it  price.  [Exlt^ 

Dor.  Well,  go  your  ways — I  cannot  choofe  but  fmilev 
Would  I  were  young  again — alas,  the  while  ! 

But  what  are  willies  ? wifhes  will  not  do  : 

One  cannot  eat  one's  cake,  and  have  it  too. 
When  I  was  a  young  one,  what  girl  was  like  me  ? 
So  wanton,  fo  airy,  fo  brifk  as  a  bee  : 
1  tattled,  I  rambled,  I  laugh'd,  and  where'er 
A  fiddle  was  heard,  to  be  fure  I  was  there. 

To  all  that  came  near  I  had  fo  me  thing  to  fay  : 
'Twas  this,  Sir— and  ihat,  Sir,: — But  fcarce  ever  nay... 
And  Sundays,  drefs'd  out  in  my  filks  and  my  lace, 
I  warrant  I  flood  by  the  beft  in  the  place. 
At  twenty  I  got  me  a  hufband — poor  man  ? 
Well,  reft  him,  we  all  are  as  good  as  we  can  : 

Yet 
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Yet  he  was  (o  peevifh,  he'd  quarrel  for  ftraws  ; 
And  jealous — tho'  truly  I  gave  him  fome  caufe. 
He  fnubb'd  me,  and  huff'd  me — but  let  me  alone; 
'Egad,  I've  a  tongue — and  I  paid  him  his  own. 
Y  e  wives,  take  the  hint,  and  when  fpoufe  is  untow'rd, 
5  tand  firm  to  ,our  charter— and  have  the  laft  word. 
But  now  I'm  quite  alter'd — the  more  to  my  woe  ; 
I'm  not  what  1  was  forty  fummers  ago  : 
This  Time's  afore  foe,  th  re's  no  fhunning  his  dart ; 
However,  I  keep  up  a  pretty  good  heart. 
Grown  old,  yet  [  hate  to  be  fitting  mum-chance ; 
I  flill  love  a  turje,rtho'  unable  to  dance  ; 
And  books  of  devotion  laid  by  on  my  flielf, 
I  teach  that  to  others  I  once  did  myfelf.  [Exit, 

SCENE,  The  Squire  descending  the  hill  with  hunt/men. 

Sa.  Hark,  hark!  the fnrill horn  calls  the  fportfman 

To  hprfe,  my  bave  boys,  and  away  ;         [abroad  i 
T^he  morning  is  up,  and  the  cry  of  the  hounds 

Upbraids  our  too  tedious  delay. 
What  pleafure  we  feel  in  purfujng  the  fox  ! 

O'er  hill  and  o'er  valley  he  flies  ; 
Then  follow,  we'll  foon  overtake  hir&-^-Huzza  ! 

The  traitor  is  feiz'd  on,  and  dies. 

Triumphant  returning  at  night  with  the  fpoilt 

Like  Bacchannals,  fhoutingand  gay  ; 
How  fweet  with  a  bottleand  lafs  to  refrelh, 

And  lofe  the  fatigues  of  the  day  ! 
With  fport,  lave,  j&nd  wine,  fickle  fortune  defy ; 

Dull  wifdom  all  happinefs  fours : 
;Since  life  is  no  more  thana  pafiage  at  beftf 

Let's  ftrew  the  way  over  with  flow'rs,         [Exeunt. 
jSCENE,  The  Squire,  returning  after  th*  hunt/men  are gone 

off,  knocks  at  Sally's  door,  who  comes  out  of  the  cottage. 

Sa1.   Ah,  whither  have  mv  heedlefs  ileps  betray'd  ? 

Sq.  Where  would  you  fly  ?  of  whom  aie  you  afraid? 
Here's  neither  fpeftre,  ghoft,  nor  goblin  ni^h  ; 
Nor  any  one— but  Cupid,  you,  and  I. 

Sal.  Unlucky! 

Sq.  S'death  !  (he  fets  me  all  on  fire  : 
Bewitching  girl  !  Ijanguilh  with.defot. 

But 
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But  wherefore  do  you  thrink,  and  trembling  ftand. 

So  coy,  fu  filly?-- — — 

Sal.  Pray,  Sir,  loofe  my  hand. 
Sq.  When  late  I  wander'd  o'er  the  plain, 
From  nymph  to  nymph,  J  ftro-ve  in  vain 

My, wild  defires  tp  rally: 
But  now  they're  of  themfelvs  come  home, 
AndftrangeM  no  longer  fee  k  to  roam; 

They  centre  all  in  Sally. 

Yet  fhe,  unkind  one.,  damps  my  joy, 
And  cries  Ixourt  but  to  deflroy  : 

Can  love  with  ruin  tally  ?  ^    \ 

By  thofe  dear  lips,  t'hofe  eyes,  I  fwear, 
I  would  all  deaths,  all  torments  bear, 

Rather  than  injure  Sally. 

Come  then,  oh  come,  thoiufweeter  far 
Than  jeflamine  a&d  rofes  are, 
Or  lilies  of  the  valley: 

0  follow  Love,*  and  quit  your  fear; 
He'll  guide  yau  to  thefearms,  my  dear, 

And  make  n.e  bfeft  in  Sally. 
Sal.  Sir,  you  demean  yourfelf;  and  to  be  free, 
Some  lady  you  fhould  choofe  of  fit  decree  : 

1  am  too  low,  too  vulgar 

S^.  — Rather  fay, 
There's  fome  more  favour'd  rival  in  the  way  : 
Some  happy  fweetheart  in  your  thoughts  take  place; 
For  him  you  keep  your  favours ;  that's  the  cafe. 

Sal.  Well,  if  it  be,  'ti ;  neither  fliame  nor  fin  ; 
An  honeft  lad  he  is,  of  honeft  kin  : 
No  higher  than  my  equal  I  pretend, — 
You  have  your  anfwer,  Sir  ;  and  there's  an  end. 

Sq.  Come,  come,  my  dear  girl,  I  muftnot  be  deny'd  ; 

Fine  cloaths  you  (hall  flafh  in,  and  rant  it  away  : 
I'll  give  you  this  purfe  too  ;  and,  hark  you  befide, 

We'll  kifs  and  we'll  toy  all  the  long  fummer's-day. 

Sal.  Of  kiffing  and  toying  you  loon  would  be  tir'd; 

Oh,  fhould  haplefs  Sally  confent  to  be  naught  ! 
Befides,  Sir,  believe  rre,  I  {corn  to  be  hir'd  ; 

The  heart's  not  worth  gaining  which  is  to  bs  bought. 

Sq, 
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Sq.  Perhaps  you're  afraid  of  the  world's  bufy  tongue : 
.  But  know,  above  {caudal  you  then  fhall  be  put  j 
And  laugh  as  you  roll  in  your  chariot  along, 
At  draggle-tail  Chaftitv  walking  a  loot. 
SaL  If  only  through  fear  of  the  world  1  was  Uiy, 
My  co  neis  and  modefty  were  but  ill  ihown  > 
It's  pardon  were  e -fy  with  money  to  buy  ; 

But  how,  tell  me  how,  I  fhould  purchafe  my  own, 
Sq    Leave  morals  to  grey-beards ;  tho'e  lips  were 
For  better  employment — ~  [defign'd 

Sal — I  will  not  endure         ■ 
Sq.  Oh  fie,child  ;  Loe  bids  you  be  rich  and<bekind: 
Sal.  Hi^t  virtue  .commands  me — Be  honeft  and  poor. 


ACT      II.         S  C  E  N  E,  the  Sea  fide, 
Thomas  with  Sailors,  cniers  in  a  boat,/)  om  which  they  land. 

The*     A  VAST,  my  boys,  svaft  ;  all  hands  alhore  : 
"  Meflmates,  wh*t  cheer  ?  Old  England,  hey  1 
once  more. 
I'm  thinking  how  the  wenches  will  rejoice; 
.Gut  with  your  prefents.,  boys,  and  take  your  choice, 
I've  an  old  fweetheait — but  look,   there's  the  towu  j 
Weigh  anchor,  tack  about,  and  iet's  bear  dovv-n. 

How  happv  is  the  faiior's  life, 

From  eoaft  to  coaftto  roam  j 
In  ev'ry  port  he  find-  a  wife, 
In  every  land  a  home. 
He  love's  to  range, 
He's  now4i-.re  11  range; 
He  ne'er  will  turn  his  back, 
To  friend  or  foe  ; 
No,  mailers,  no  : 
My  li'e  for  r  oik  ft  Jack. 
Chorus.     He  loves  to  range,  &c. 

If  faucy  foes  dare  make  a  noife. 

And  to  the  ftvord  appeal ; 
We  out,  and  quickly  learn  'tm,boys., 

WitU  wham  they  have  .todeal. 

We 


8  THOMAS    AND     SALLY:    Or, 

We  know  no  craft,  but  Tore  and  aft, 

Lay  on  our  ftrokes  amain  ; 
Then  if  they're  ftout,  for  t'other  bout, 

We  drub  'em  o'er  again. 
Chorus.     We  know  no  craft,  &c. 
Or  fair  or  foul,  let  Fortune  blow, 

Our  hearts  are  never"  dull  ; 
The  pocket  that  to  day  ebbs  low, 

To-morrow  fhal!  be  full ; 
Fer  if  fo  be,  we  want,  d'ye  fee, 

A  pluck  of  this  here  fluff; 
In  TnJia,  and  America,  £ 

We're  fure  to  find  enough. 
Chorus*     For  if  fo  be,  &e. 

Then  blefs  the  king,  and  blefs  the  (late, 

And  blefs  our  captains  all  ; 
And  ne'er  may  chance  unfortunate, 

The  Britifh  fleet  befal  ; 
But  profp'rous  gales,  where'er  (he  fails ; 

And  ever  may  fhe  ride, 
Of  fea  and  Ihore.,  till  time's  ho  more, 

The  terror  and  the  pride. 

Chorus*     But  profp'rous  gales,  &e.  [Exeunt, 

Enter  Squire  and  Dorcas. 

Sq.  In  vain  I've  ev'ry  wily  arteffay'd, 
Nor  promifes  can  tempt,  nor  vows  perfuade  ; 
No  profpeft  of  fuccefs  is  lefc  me  now  ; 
How  fhall  I  ga'n  her  i — — 

Dor. —Why,  I'll  tell  you  how. 

This  way  fhe  comes  .;   the  wench  is  full  of  pride  $ 
Lay  oaths,  and  vows,  and  promifes  afide  j 
Often,  when  regular  approaches  fail, 
Befiegers  florcn  a  place,  and  fo  prevail. 
All  you  who  wou'd  wifh  to  fuceeed  with  a  lafs, 

Learn  how  the  affair's  to  be  done  ; 
For  if  you  -ftand  fooling,  and  (hy,  like  an  afs, 

You'll  !ofe  her  as  fure  as  a  gun. 

With  whining,  and  fighing,  and  Vows,  and  all  that, 

As  far  as  you  pleafe  you  may  run ; 
She'll  hear  you,  and  jeer  you,  and  give  you  a  pat, 

But  jilt  you,  as  fure  as  a  gun. 
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To  worfhip,  and  call  her  bright  goddefs,  is  fine  : 

But  mark  yo^i  the  confequence,   mun  ; 
The  baggage  wi  1  think  herfelf  really  divine, 

And  fcorn  you,  as  fure  as  a  gun. 

Then  be  with  a  maiden,  bold,  frolic,  and  flout, 

And  no  opportunity  fhun  : 
She'll  tell  you  (he  hates  you,  and  fwear  (hell  cry  out  : 

But  mum (he's  as  fure  as  a  gun.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Sally,  with  a  milking  pail. 

Sal.  How  cruel  thofe  who,  with  ungenerous  aim, 
Strive  to  feduce  and  bring  poor  maids  to  (hame  ! 
That  brutifh  Squire  !  but  when  fore  fhould  I  fear  ? 
I  ne'er  can  turn  falfe  hear  ed  to  my  dear  : 
No  ;  when  he  came  hislaft  farewcl  to  take, 
He  bid  me  wear  this  token  for  his  fake. 
He  (hall  not  prove  me  fickle  and  unkind  ; 
Or  fay,  that — out  of  fight  was  out  of  mind. 

Aufpicious  fpirits  !  guard  my  love, 

In  time  of  danger  near  him  bide  ; 
Withoutfpread/wings  around  him  move, 

And  turn  each  random  ball  afide. 

And  you  his  foes,  though  hearts  of  fteel, 

Oh,  may  you  then  with  me  accord  ± 
A  fympathetic  paffion  feel, 

Behold  his  face,  and  drop  the  fword. 

Ye  winds,  your  bluft'ring  fury  leave  ; 

Like  airs  that  o'er  the  garden  fweep. 
Breathe  foft  in  fibhs,  and  gently  heave 

The  calm  fmooth  bofom  of  the  deep  : 

Till  halcyon  peace  return'd,  once  more, 

^rom  blafts  fecure  and  hoftile  harms, 
My  Tailor  views  his  native  fhore, 

And  harbours  fafe  in  thofe  fond  arms* 

Entef  Squire. 

Sq.     Well  met,  pretty  maid- 
Nay,  don't  be  afraid  ; 
I  mean  you  no  rnifehief,   I  vow  : 
Pfha  !  whit  is't)Ou  ail  ?   . 
Come,  give  me  your  pail, 
A^ui  I'll  carry  it  up  to.  your  cow. 
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Sal.     Pray,  let  it  aloile  ; 

I've  hands  of  my  own, 
Nor  need  yours  to  help  me — forbear ! 
How  can  you  perfift  ? 
I  won't,  Sir,  be  kifs'd, 
Nor  teaz'd  thus— go  trifle  elfewherc. 

Sqt     In  yon  lonely  grove 

I  faw  an  alcove, 
All  round  the  fvveet  violets  fprings  ; 

And  there  was  a  thrufh 

Hard  by  in  a  bufh, 
'Twould  charm  you  to  hear  how  hefings. 

&?/•     But  hark!  prithee,  hark! 
^>  Look,  yonder's  a  lark  ! 

jv  It  warbles  and  pleafes  me  fo, 

To  hear  the  foft  tale 
O'  th'  fweet  nightingale, 
I  wou'd  not  be  tempted  to  go. 

Sq.     Then  here  we'll  fit  down  ; 
Come,  come,  never  frown  ! 
No  longer  my  blifs  I'll  retard  : 
Kind  Venus  ihall  fpread 
Her  veil  over  head. 
And  the  little  rogue  Cupid  keep  guard. 

Enter  Thomas. 

7'ho.     What's  this  I  fee  ?  May  I  believe  my  eyes  ? 
A  pirate  juft  about  to  board  my  prize  ! 
'Tis  well  1  this  way  chanc'd  my  courfe  to  fteer. 
Sal,  what's  the  malerr 

Sal.  — Thomas  ! 


S^.  — 'Sdeath,  who's  here? 
Fellow,  be  gone,  or 


Tho. — Learn  your  phrafe  to  mend  r 
Doycu  fheer  off",  or  elfe  I"l  rnakeyou,  friend* 
Let  go  tli^r  wench  ;   I  claim  her  for  my  fhare  r 
And  now  lay  hands  upon  her — if  you  dare, 


Sp 
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Sq.  Saucy  rafcal,  this  intrufion 

You  fha!l  anfwcr  to  your  coft  : 
Bully'd — fcandaliz'd — confufion  ! 
All  my  fchemes  and  wiihes  rofs'd. 

7%p.  Haik  you,  mailer,  keep  your  diftance; 
'Sblood,  take  no' ice  what  I  fay: 
There's  the  channel,  no  refiftance  i 
Tack  about  and  bear  away. 

SaL  WouM  you  wreft  our  feedom  from  us  ? 
Now  my  heart  has  loft  its  fear : 
Oh,  my  beft,  my  deareft  Thomas  ! 
Sure  fome  angel  brought  you  here. 

Sq.  Since  her  paltry  inclination 

Stoops  to  fuch  a  thing  as  you  ; 
Thus  1  make  a  recantation, — 

Wretched,  foolifh  girl,  adieu  !  [Exit. 

SaL  Oh,  welcome,  welcome!  PLow  fliall  I  impart 
The  joy  this  happy  meeting  gives  my  heart  ? 
Now,  Tom,  in  fafety  flay  at  home  with  me, 
lA.ixd  never  trull  again  that  trcach'rous  fea. 

*f'ho.  Excufe  me,  Sal ;  while  mighty  George  has  foes, 
On  land  and  main  their  malice  I'll  oppofe. 
But  hang  this  talking,  my  deiires  are  keen  ;  * 

You  iee  yon  fteeple,  and  know  what  I  mean. 

Let  fops  pretend  in  flames  to  melt, 
And  talk  of  pangs  they  never  felt ; 
I  fpeak  without  difguife  or  art,    % 
And  with  my  hand  beftow  my  heart, 

SaL  Let  ladies  prudiihly  deny, 
Look  cold,  and  give  their  thoughts  the  lie  ; 
I  own  the  paflion  in  my  breaft, 
And  long  to  make  my  lover  bleft. 

Tko.  For  this,  the  failoronthe  maft 
Endures  the  cold  and  cutting  blaft  ; 
All  dripping  wet,  wears  out  the  night, 
And  braves  the  fury  of  the  fight, 

Sal. 
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Sal.   For  this  the  virgin  pines  anJ  llghs^ 
With  throbbing  heart  and  ftreaming  eyes  ; 
Till  fweet  reverfe  of  joy  (he  proves, 
Andclafpsthe  faithful  lad  fhe  loves. 

Both.  Ye  Britifh  youths,  be  brave;  you'll  find 
The  Britifh  virgins  will  be  kind: 
Proteft  their  beauty  from  alarms, 
And  they'll  repay  you  with  its  charms. 


THE  .END. 
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Scene,    a  grocer  s  fhop.     Young  Cockney  writing,  and  ?ii£.n 
weighing  tea,  £sV.      Prifcil'a  and  Pen? lope  at  work* 
CHORUS. 
AIL,  London  1  nobleft  mar:  on  earth, 
Unrivail'd  ftUi  in  commerce  reign  j 
Whence  riches,  honours,  arts,  have  birth, 
And  imiuihy  -ne'er  toils  in  vain. 

Y.  Cock,  [comes  forward.]  Come,  pray  ladies,  go  foree- 
w'here  elfe  with  your  work:  is  not  there  the  parlour  for. 
you,  but  you  mull  bring  your  litter  into  the  fhop  r — Whor 
do  you  think  can  come  into  the  fnop,  when  you  take  up 
the  room  in  this  way  ? 

Pen.  I  with,  brother^  you  would  let  us  alone. 

Prif.  Ay!  mind  your  figs,  and  your  raifins,  snd  ycur 
brown  fugar,  and  let  us  alone,  will  you  ?- — Now,  Mtfe 
Penuy,  if  you'll  go  in  for  your  work-bafket,  we  will  take 
out  thecanvaf-,  and  begin  the  flowers  immediately. 
,  Y  Cock.  Come,  Mifs  Priffy3  get  off  that  flool — I  waat 
to  put  h behind  the  counter. 

Prif.  1  won't  give  it  you. 

Y.  Cock.  If  you  won't,  Mifs,  I'll  call  my  papa,  and  fee 
what  he'li'fa-y  to  y  u, 

Prif.  There,  take  your  flool,  you  naRv,  ugly,^concen- 
ed,  ill-natured  [Throws  it  at  him. 

Y.  Cock.  Look  there  now,  did  you  ever  fee  any  thing 
fo  unmannerly  ?  Mifs  Prifly,  I  wonder  you  are  not  afhani- 
ed  of  yourfelr";  but  this  is  the  breeding  yen  got  in  the 
plantations— You  know  you  was  turn'd  out  of  Hackney 
boarding- fchool,  for  beating  the  governed,  and  knocking 
dewji  the  dancing- matter — I  belieVe  you  think  you  have 
got  amo^g  your  blackamoors  ;  but  you  are  not^jot  amueg 
your  "blackamoors  now,  M;fs. 

Prif  Indeed,  Mifs  Penny,  it  is  very  hard  he  mould  in- 
vent fuch  (lories  of  me-  If  you  believe  me,  I  :;evei  touu/a 
the  governefs  in  all  my  life. 

Pen.  Upon  my  word,  I  wifn  you  two  would  never  come 
together ;  you  are  always  fighting  and  fquabbling. 

Y.  Cock.  Then  why  does  ihe  play  fuch  tricks  r 

Prif  Then  why  do  you  ever  come  near  me  r  I  nei<her 
love  you  nor  Hke  you  ;  nor  never  fnali,  tha/s  more :   t  * 
have  told  you  fo  a  hundred  times-  [readv, 

Pen.  I  fwear  one  would  think  you  hulband  and  wife  ai- 

Prif  I  his  wife  !  I  would  as  lief  be  married  10  th 
deaths- man  ;  indeed  I  ihould  not  like  tj  be  caii'd 
Cockney.  A  2  '¥.£ 
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V.  Ccch  Why  not  ?  Mrs.  Cockney  is  as  good  a  name 
as  Mifs  Tomboy,  I  hope. 

Pnf  No,  it  is  not  as  good  a  name, 
Y.  Cock.  Yes,  it  is ;  but  that's  not  as  you  pleafe—  that's 
as  my  uncle  Barnacle  pleafes.    He  is  to  be  in  town  to-day, 
I  can  tell  you  that  for  your  comfort ;  and  fee  what  he'll 
fay  to  you  about  the  boarding-fchool. 

Prif  I  don't  care  for  him,  nor  you,  nor  the  boarding- 
fchool  neither. 

Y.  CccL  There,  by  Gog  and  Magog,  (he  fays  (he  does 
net  care  for  my  uncle  Barnacle.  By  Jove,  there's  a  rod 
in  pickle  for  you,  Mifs ! 

Pnf.  I  tell  you  what,  Mailer  Watty,   if  you  fay  much 
m  re,  o'cod  I'll  throw  fomerhing  at  you. 
Prn%  Nay,  nay,  klfsand  friends. 
Prif.  1  won't  kifs  him — I  would  fpit  in  his  face  firft. 
Pen.   Prithee,  prithee — 

Prif.  I  will  not,  Mifs  Penoy  :  he  never  lets  me  alone  : 
But  I'll  tell  his  uncle  Barnacle  of  him  ;  and  if  he's  not 
well  thump'd  for  his  impudence,  I  won't  flay  in  the  houfe, 
that's  what  I  won't. 

Y.  Co*k.  Look  there  again  now Well,  'tis  all  over 

then  ;  I  wont  fay  nothing  no  more — See  how  (he  frowns— 
Lsrd,  there's  no  fuch  thing  as  jefting  with  you.— I  wai 
not  in  earnefl — I  was  not,  upon  my  honour  and  credit, 
Come,  Mifs  Prifly,  deal  fincerely, 
Faith  and  troth  1  love  you  dearly  : 
Pih.i !  nay,  never  look  fo  queerly, 

But  at  once  let's  kifs  and  friends. 
For  the  future  we'll  endeavour 
To  deferve  each  other's  favour, 
Zooks,  make. hands;  why  now  that's  clever, 

And  here  all  our  quarrel  ends.       [Ex.  T.  Ccck.  and  ?  :n. 
J9  if  Qtrafheba,    Quafheba !   bring   down    my    work.-— 
\Enter  Quajbcba.'} — Why  don't  you  make  hade  ? 

$ua/h.  Yes,  MiiTy  ;  here,  Mi  fly.  [Lets  the  Work-bag  fall. 
Prif  See  how  me  lets  it  fall— -Take  it  up  again—— 
Here,  thread  my  needle— Where  are  you  going  now  ?— 
Stand  behind  my  back. 

Ye  maidens  all,  come  liften  to  my  ditty, 

And  ponder  well  the  words  which  I  ihall  fay  ; 
A  damfel  once  there  dwelt  in  London  city, 

Whofe  tender  heart  a  young  man  ftole  away. 
Her  guardian  crofs,  would  fain  have  made  her  marry 

A  grocer's  ^prentice  living  in  Cheapfule  ; 
But  he  with  her  his  point  could  never  carry, 
For  fooner  than  content  Jbe  would  have  died* 

■JLlQ 
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Ye  maidens,  hy  this  damfel  take  example, 

And  never  fickle  nor  falfe-hearted  prove  5  . 

Nor  let  old  folks  on  your  affections  trample,-*-     ■ 
For  what's  the  world,  com  par' d  to  one's  true  love  £ 
Enter  Penelope, 

Pen.  I  obferve  you  are  always  finging  that  fong.  Pri- 
thee,  where  could  you  pick  up  fuch  fluff?  It  feems  to  be 
a  great  favourite  of  yours. 

Prif.  Why  fo  it  is  ;  for  what  do  you  think  ?  I  made  it 
myfelf :  I  did  upon  my — 

pen.  Oh,  fie,  Mifs  !  don't  fwear. 

Prif  Lord,  you  are  mighty  precize—  Quafheba,  get 
out  — I  want  to  talk  with  Mifs  Penny  alone — no,  (lay, 
come  back,  I  will  fpeak  before  her— Bur,  if  ever  I  hear, 
huffy,  that  you  mention  a  word  of  what  I  am  going  to  fay, 
to  any  oneelfe  in  thehoufe,  I  will  have  you  horfe- whipped 
till  there  is  not  a  bit  of  fiefh  left  on  your  bones. 

Pen.  Oh,  poor  creature  i  i 

Prif.  Pflia  !   what,  me  is  but  a  neger :    1 Tfflhe  was  at 

home  in  our  plantations,  (he  would  rind  the  difference  ;  we 
*  make  no  account  of  them  there  at  all.  If  f  had  a  fancy  for 
one  of  their  ikins,  I  (hould  not  think  much  of  taking  it. 

Pen,  I  fuppofe  then  you  imagine  they  have  no  feeling? 

frif.  Oh,  we  never  confider  that  there — But  I  fay,  Mifs 
■Penny,  I  have  a  fecret  to  tell  you— I  hate  your  brother 
worfe  than  poifon.  I  know  very  well  your  uncle  Barnacle 
has  a  mind  to  marry  me  to  him  ;  but  if  he  is  ltft  my  guar- 
xlian,  and  I  am  fent  over  to  London  for  my  education,  I 
don't  fee  any  right  he  has  to  chufe  me  a  hu&and  though* 

Pen.  And  pray,  what  is  your  d'fl'.ke  in  my  brother  ? 

Prif  Why,  1  don't  know;  I  don't  like  him  at  all— 
there's  nothing  gay  or  agreeable  in  him  ;  befides  you 
know  he  will  be  but  a  grocer ;  and  why  fhou'd  I  marry  a 
tradefman,  when  I  can  have  a  gentlemau  } 

Pen.  Can  you  ? 

Prif.  Yes,  faith,  can  I  ;  and  one  of  the  fweeteff,  pret- 
tied gentleman  you  ever  fet  your  two  good  looking  eyes 
on; — quite  another  thing  froai  your  brother  ; — with  a 
iine  bag  and  fword. — I  dare  fware  the  lace  of  his  coat 
alone  would  burn  to  a  matter  of  two  guineas. 

Prif.  And  pray,  what  is  this  gentleman  ? 

Prif  You  faw  him  once  ;  yes,  you  did.  Don-*t  you  re- 
member the  young  captain  that  came  into  Mifs  La  Blond's 
ihop  the  other  day,  when  you  were  buying  your  pampa- 
dour  and  green  ribbons  ;  and  I  afk'd  you  if  you  did  not 
think  him  a  handfome  man  f  and  you  (aid  you  did.  Don't 
you  x£K&mb& i  Pth> 
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Pen.   I  believe  I  rcmemberfornethingof  it. 
Prif.  Will,  1  go:  acquainted  with  him  there  ;   and  now 
the  w h  >le  affair  is  fettled  between  u?>  and  we  are  to  hz 
ma  rri  i  d  i  m  m  t  d  i  a  tely . 

in.  This  is  a  fecret  indeed, 

Prif.  Ay,  and  1  can  tell  you  a  fecret  about  you  too— — 
You  are  to  be  married  to  feme  very  great  lord  yourcoufin 
Molly  has  got  acquainted  with  at  the  o?her  end  cf  the 
t  wn.  But  iliaii  1  tell  you  now,  who  I  hate  as  bad  as  your 
brother  ?■ — I  hate  your  couiin  Molly  Cockney,  with  her 
corvceit  and  her  hoarfe  voice — She's  alwavs  at  me,  *•  Mif-, 
hold  up  your  head — Mils,  that  is  not  polite — Mifs,  don't 

lollop."- Ecod,  laft   Sunday,    if  we  had   not  been  in 

church,  I  would  have  hit  her  a  (lap  in  the  face. 

Pen.  Well,  but  my  dear,  how  are  you  to  marry  this  gen- 
tleman ? — You  donTt  deiign  to  run  away  with  hirn  ? 

Prif.  No,  I  don't ;  I  have  written  a  letter  to  him  to  let 
hirn  know  my  guardian  will  be  in  town  to-day  ;  and  I  have 
.  defired  him  to  come  here,  andprcpofe  forme. 
Pen.   I  am  fure  my  uncle  will  not  con  fen  t. 
Prif,   Why   then,   I  will  run  away  with -him — I  don't 
think,  Mifs  Penny,  but  if  he  was  to  ftand  with  his  arms 
cfpen  to  receive  me,  but  what  I  could  leap  out  of  the  two 
pair -of  (lairs  window,  without  being  hurt  the  lead  bit— 
Uefides,  I  would  not  marry  your  brother  on  another  ac- 
count— There  is  poor  Mifs  La  Blond,  the  millener,  over 
the  way  ;  he  has  been  courting  her  a  matter  of  a  twelve- 
month, and  though  fhe's  come  of  French  extraction,  there 
is  not  a  more  friendlier  girl  this  day  in  all  England. 
Pert.   Well,  once  more,  I  fay,  take  care  of  my  uncle. 
Prf   Mifs  Penny,  it  does  n<;t  fignify  talking  to  me  ;— I 
am  neither  in  leading  firings  nor  hanging  il^eves  ;    and  I 
■don't  want  him  to  leave  me  any   thing  ;    and   why  fnuuld 
oot  I  pleafe  myfelf  ?  and,  what's  more,  I  will  tO<V. 
Perhaps  he  may  take  it  in  dttgfleotit 
So  let  him — the  peevifh  curmudgeon  - 
Kga:!,  if  yens  mind  me, 
As  ilout  you  (hail  find  me, 
As  he  is  bluff. 
The  Captain  has  won  my  heart, 
And  who  Ihall  my  humour  thwart  [ 
I  like  him,  and  lovt  him  ; 
And  fince  T  approve  him, 

I'll  have  him,  and  that's  enougli. 

I'm  i*K k  when  I  think  of  your  brother  I 
jftad  v\a^  there  on  earth  ne'er  another, 
He  tficuld  not  my  miud  iubdue^    % 
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To  wed  him  they  may  force  me, 
But  then  heMi  foon -divorce  me, 

For  faith  he  lhallfing  cukoo. 
Perhaps  he  may,  &c  [K*/7. 

Enter  Young  Cockney  and  Barnacle,  mceiing  Old  Cockney. 

T.  Cock.  O  !a,  papa  f  here's  my  uncle  Barnacle. 

O.  Cock.  Odfo  ! — is  he  indeed  ? — Brother,  you  are  wel- 
come to  town.  Son  Walter,  run  in,  and  deiire  your  un- 
cle's chamber  to  be  got  ready  direftly. 

Barn.  Stay,  hold,  young  man— Who  do  you  belong  to  ? 

T.  Cock.  La  !  why,  don't  you  know  me  uncle  ?  I  am 
your  nephew. 

O.  Cock.  Ay — d-n'c  you  know  Watty — my  Ton  Walter  ? 

Bam.   Why,  this  is  not  your  Ton  Walter  ? 

T.Cock.Yts,  but  I  am,  upon  my  honour  and  credit,  uncle. 

Bam.  Upon  your  honour,  firrah  !—- And. who. told  you 
you  had  any  honour  ?  — What  has  a  fhopkeeper  to  do  ivith 
honour  ?-— I  had  no  honour  when  I  was  a  fhopkeeper. — I 
knew  you  were  always  a  conceited,  idle  young  rafcal — But 
who  taught  you  to  fwear,  and  put  all  that  flour  and  fuet 
©n  your  head  ? 

T.  Cock.  O  Lord,  uncle,  don't  fpoil  my  hair. 

O.  Cock.  Don't,  brother,  don't he's   going  among 

young  ladies. 

'    Bam.  He's  going  to  the  devil — but  you  had  better  not 

provoke  me,  brother  Nic  Cockney,   you   had  better  not 

provoke  me 1  deft  re  he  may  go  and  take  off  that  coat 

and  waiftcoat  direclly. 

O.  Cock.  Well,  well,  he  fhall— don't  be  in  a  paffion-— Step 
in,  child,  and  take  off  your  things,  do — there's  a  good  boy, 

Y.  Cock.   La,  papa  !   upon  my  honour 

Bar?:.  Again,  firrah  ! Bring  his   every  day  deaths 

and  his  fuitianfteeves  here  into  the  mop  —  I  will  have  him 
drip  before  my  face  ! 

O.  Cock.  Go,  child,  do  as  your  uncle  bids  you. 

Bam.  Upon  his  honour,  indeed! — Why,  Nic,  I  hear 
you  are  going  to  fet^  up  your  coach,  and  marry  your  daugh- 
ter to  I  den't  know  who.— Trades-people  are  out  of  thtir 
fenfes  now-arday?; — -no  fooner  are  they  a  Little  abr;ve  the 
world,  but  they  mud  have  town-houfe  and  country- tvufe  ; 
every  night  running-junketing  to  gar.-ens  and  ptay-houfes  ; 
and,  in  a  year  ox  two,  therels  eighreen-pence  in  the  pound 
lor  their  creditors. 

Rnter Young  Cockr.:y,  vjitb  an  apron  on* 
,    Y  Cojk.    Wdl,  now,  uncle; 

Barn,  Ay,  i  o.v  vou  are  Lrnething  like — but  w%  a  ruf- 

.   *  fted 
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fled  fhirt  f— I  nerer  wore  a  ruffled  ihirt  but  on  a  Sunday-— 
and,  come  here— what's  that  I  fet  at  your  knees,  a  pair  of 
pafle-buckles  ?  Why,  firrah,  you  mult  rob  the  till,  or  go 
upon  the  high-way,  for  all  rhis — Give  me  them  ouc  direct- 
ly— I  will  have  them.  [Young  Cockney  delivers  them  up* 

T.  Cock.  But  you'll  let  me  have  themag^in,  I  hope. 

Barn.   No,  I  won't — and  now  let  his  frippery  be  fold  at 

Rag-Fair I  Ihou'd  like  to  fee  it  fwinging  under  an  old- 

cloaths-man's  penthoufe.  [Exit  Old  Cockney. 

Y.  Cock.  Pray,  uncle,  give  me  my  buckles. 

Barn.  I  wjll  not,  (irrah  ! and  look  at  yonder  door- 
how  can  you  expect  to  have  cuftomers  come  into  the  fhop, 
while  you  keep  your  door  in  fuch  condition  ?■■■  ...  When  I 
was  'prentice,  the  firfl  thing  I  did  every  morning  was  to 

fcra^e  the  door Here,  Richard,  have  you  never  a  fho- 

vel  in  thehcufe? — Give  him  a  {hovel.—  [Servant  brings  a 
JboveI.] — There,  firrah,  take  this  (hovel,  go  to  work  ;— 
and,  when  I  come  out  again/ let  me  fee  the  fteps  clean  j 
enough  to  dine  upon. 

You  filly  old  afs, 

To  come  te  this  pafs  : 
At  fifty  your  follies  begin  you ! 

Art  mad,  or  to  drink  ? 

For  my  part,  I  think 
The  devil  himfelf  is  got  in  you  ! 

And  you,  matter  fop, 

Go  ftick  to  your  fhop, 
And  mew  yourfelf  handy  and  willing  ; 

Or  elfe,  do  you  fee, 

Take  this  much  from  me, 
I'll  cut  you  both  off  with  a  milling:  f Exit. 

Y.  Cock.  I  won't  fcrape  the  door  ;  I  wifli  I  may  be  burn'd 

if  I  do -Here,  Richard,  give  that  fhovel  to  the  porter, 

and  let  him  do  it To  be  fet  out  in  this  trim  before  every 

body  ! But  I  will  get  my  coat  and  waiftcoat  again,  that 

1  will,  and  put  them  on  in  fpite  of  him.— My  father  ex- 
peels  he  will  leave  us  fomething  in  his  will,  and  fo  he  bears 
with  him  :  but  he  (hall  not  make  a  fool  of  me  ;  no,  no,  I 
am  t,o  wife  for  that.  [Exit. 

Scene,  Cockney's  boufe.     Enter  Penelope  and Mifs  La  Blond. 

Pen.  Now,  my  dear,  you  will  not  fail  to  let  me  have  thofe 
things  in  a  couple  of  hours  :  for  we  expect  our  company 
early  in  the  evening — And  prithee,  let  me  fee  you  fome- 
times.  Where  was  you  on  Sunday  ?  We  were  in  expedi- 
tion all  that  day,  that  you  would  have  fiepp'd  over  to  us. 

La  Blond.  And,  upon  my  word,  fo  I  intended — but  in 
the  morning  I  went  to  '.he  gallery  at  St.  James's  to  fee 

the 
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the  courrgo  to  chapel ;  for  we  were  obliged  to  get  a  pat* 
Ktern  of  one  of  her  Maj^fty's  caps  for  Mrs.  Ifcaaot,  a  Jew 
gentlewoman,  that  lives  upon  Fiflvflreet-hiil — In  the  even- 
ing, Enfign  Scald,  of  the  Middlefex  militia,  took  filter 
Sukey-ancM  to  the  Dog  and  Duck,  and  coming  home,  we 
called  for  a  little  fun  in  at  the  Quaker'*  meeting. 

Pen.  But,  pray,  my  dear,  let  me  a(k  you— fs  there  not 
fome  ecldnefs  between  you  and  my  brother  of  late  '( 

La  Blortd.  O  la,  Mifs  Penny  !  as  if  you  did  not  know; 
Matter  Watty  has  not  put  his  foot  into  our  fhop  thele  fix 
weeks. 

Pen.   Upon  my  word,  this  is  the  firfl  I  have  heard  of  it. 

La  Blond.  However,  Mifs  Penny,  it  is  nottlut  vexes  me, 
but  his  rudenefs  when  he  meets  cne  in  a  public  place — The 
other  night  at  Mile-end  affembly,  he  took  no  more  notice 
of  me  than  if  I  had  been  a  dog— I  don't  know  that  he  h  d 
any  reafon  to  be  aiham'd  of  my  company — I  was  there  with 
Mifs  Flybow,  a  gieat  butcher's  daughter,  in  Newgate- 
market  ;  I'm  fure  (he'll  have  a  matter  of  fix  thoufand 
pounds  to  her  fortune,  and  we  came  in  Mr,  Deputy  Dumj- 
lin'sown  chariot,  that  waited  for  us  all  the  while. 
Enter  Young  Cockney. 

Y.  Cock.  Sifter,  they  want  the  key  of  the  beaufet,  to  get 
the  fooons  and  the  filver  candlefticks. 

Pen.  Oh  !  brother  !  come  here.  How  is  it  you  have 
affronted  Mifs  La  Blond  ?  She  tells  me,  you  have  behaved 
very  ill  to  her. 

r.  Cock.  Who,  I  behave  ill  to  her!  Lord,  Mifs  La 
Blond,  1  wonder  how  you  can  fib  on  a  body  fo  !  I'll  bs 
judged  by  any  body  in  the  world  ;  I  am  fure  I  have  not 
ipoke  a  civil  word  to  her,  I  don't  know  the  day  when. 

Pan.  Well,  and  more  ihame  fur  you. 

La  BLnd.  Oh  1  pray  don't  fcold  him,  Mifs  Penny; 
Mutter  Watty  may /peak  or  let  it  alone,  juil  as  he  pkafes. 
But  perhaps,  Sir,  you  think  I  don't  know  the  reafon  of  all 
this — I  here's  a  Weil-Indian  fortune  in  the  houfe — I  arn 
below  your  notice  now*— but,  believe  me,  you  are  every  bit 
as  much  below  mine.  [ Exit. 

Y.  Cock.  Do  you  know,  filler  Penny,  that  (he  his  given 
it  out  all  over  the  town,  that  I  am  fwore  to  her  on  a  book; 
and;  if  I  cm,  it  won't  hold  good  in  law,  for  it  was  only 
Robin fon  Crufoe. 

Enter  Old  Cockney t  a  tnaid  /crvant^  and  Frifi  ilia. 

O.  Cock.   Come,  Margery,  let  us  fee  how  you  have  At- 

tied  the  things  for  the  company— have  you  duiUd  well  and 

B  x  fwep 
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fwept—no  cobwebs,  nor  flut's  corners— Have  you  put  can- 
dles in  all  the  fconces  r  Come,  Penny,  child,  go  into  the 
next  room,  and  help  the  maid  to  fet  out  the  lilver  coffee- 
pot, and  bs£  (uit  of  burnt  china  on  the  tea-table. 

[Exeunt  Penny  and  maid. 

T.  Co:/;.  When  we  begin  to  dance,  papa,  who  ihall  I 
take  out  for  a  partner  ? 

O.  Cock.  Let  me  confider 

Prif.  Mifs  La  Blond,  to  be  fure. 

O.  CccL  Mifs  Muzzy,  Deputy  Muzzy's  daughter,  child; 
flie  is  a  very  g«eat  fortune.  But  I  mult  go  and  order  card- 
tables  in  the  next  room.  [Exit* 

Prif.  O  Lord,  Watty,  fee  here  if  I  have  not  tore  my 
gown. 

V.  Cock,  I  am  glad  of  it. 

Prif.   And  why  are  you  glad  of  it  ? 

T.  Cock.    Becaufe  I  am.     Who  ftnt  for  you  up  flairs? 

Prif.   Why,  your  uncle  Barnacle  defired  me  to  come  up, 

r.'Cock.   My  uncle  Barnacle!   I  do  not  believe  it. 

Prif.  I  am  lure  but  he  did  though  ;  he  called  a  bit  agone 
at  the  (hop,  and  fai<|  he'd  be  he;e  prefently. 

r.  Cock.  Well,  if  you  dine  with  us,  you  (hall  not  ftay  in 
the  evening  to  dance. 

Prif.  I  «iii»,  if  I  like  ir. 

r.CocL  You  ihan't,  Mifs. 

Pnf.  Mailer  Watty,  why  don't  you  ^o  to  fee  poor  Mifs 
La  Blond  ?  The  fcJks  fay,  (he  is  going  mad  for  love  of 
you  ;   I  am  fure,  you  ou$<ht  to  marry  her. 

?:  Cock.  1  am  fure,  I  *on,'f9  though— I  would  let  her 
go  to  Btdl  tm  firft. 

Prif  Ecnd  I  believe  (he  is  only  making  game.   [Runs  off. 

T.Ccck.Vm    determined    (he  (hail  not  dance  to-night, 
for  her  aflurance  ;   I  will  g*i  this  moment,  and  tcli  my  pa- 
pa of  her,  that  i  will.  *';  [Exit. 
Enter  Barr.acle  and  Sightly. 

Barn.  Bufinefswith  me.  Sir!  Weil,  Mr,  come  this  way, 
and  let  me  hear  it ;  1  dou't  knew  thai  1  ever  faw  your  face 
before. 

JSLgbt.  I  don't  believe  you  ever  did,  Sir  i  but  if  you  will 

havt  patience 

Barn.  And  fupr'0<e  I  don't  chufe  to  have  patience,  are 
you  fcj  give  me  Ui*s  in  my  nvn  houfe  ?  No  dragooning 
here,  good  Captain  ;  you  are  in  the  city  of  London,  Sir  ; 
we  are  not  to  be  put  under  military  execution  heie. 

fifafe   Sir,  I  don't  underftand  you. 
M  barn* 
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Barn%  None  of  your  rudenefs  to  me,  Sir — I  have  been 
underftood  by  your  betters  ;  but  I  fuppofe  you  are  dif- 
banded,  and  want  to  raife  money  upon  your  half-pay— 
Well,  I  wc  n't  deal  with  you — -I  have  Joft  money  enough 
already  by  the  army — I  have  a  note  of  hand  by  me  from 
one  of  your  captains,  for  four  pounds  ten  (hillings  and  fix- 
pence. 

Sight.  Bur,  Sir,  my  bufinefs  is  of  a  very  different  nature 
—-There  is  a  young  lady,  who,  I  underftand  is  under  your 
care  ;  and,  if  you  pleafe  to  read  that  letter— 

Bam.  Ha  I  ha !  ha  !  a  letter  from  the  young  lady  her- 
felf,  to  you,  I  fuppofe,  Sir  ;  defiring  you  to  come  and  aik 
my  coofent  to  marry  her  ? — So  then  you  are  a  fortune- 
hunter — What  fervant-maid  in  the  neighbourhood  now 
have  ycu  been  getting  intelligence  from  about  thisgiil  and 
her  money  ?  And,  if  you  fucceed,  how  much  commifliju, 
how  much  brokerage  ? 

Sight.  Sir,  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Bam.  Well,  Sir,  and  what  then,  Sir  ?— Have  yoil  got 
any  money  in  the  funds,  Captain  ?  My  father  was  a^  pin  - 
maker,  and  I  have  forty  thoufand  pounds  there. 
Bight.  Sir,  1  mud  teii  you—  » 
Barn.  And,  Sir,  I  mull  tell  you — What,  I  fuppof,  be- 
cause fighting  is  your  trade,  you  come  vi  a  armh  to  cut  my 
throat.  If  that's  the  cafe,  I  muft  call  for  aiftitance  Herf, 
John  !  Thomas !   Richard  1 

Sight.  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Barnacle— 
Barn.  Wtll,  and  upon  my  word  too — Sir,  I  believe,  my 
word  will  go  as  far  as  yours,  if  you  go  to  that.  What  do 
you  come  to  affront  me  in  my  own  houfe  ? — Do  you  know, 
Sir,  that  you  have  treated  me  nith  great  ill  manners  ?  Dam- 
me, if  evr  r  I  was  fo  abufed  in  my  ivfe. — The  ft- it  people 
in  the  kingdom  have  come  cap  in  hand  to  me— And  fhall 

a  puppy 

Sight.  Puppy  !  Sir 

Look  you,  Sir,  your  years  protect  you, 
No  vain  terrors  need  affect  you, 

Scorn  alone  from  me  you'll  meet  : 
But  in  pity  I  advife  you, 
Lett  another  fhouM  chaftife  you,  .£ 

Learn  with  gentlemen  to  treat. 
Lor  the  lady,  free  fhe  chafe  me  ; 

Neither  brirvd,  nor  fore'd  her  voice  ; 
And,  however  you  oppofe  me, 

Know,  I  dare  maintain  her  choice.  [Exit. 

Knter  Young  Cockney. 
Barn.   'Phis  is  an  incendiary  ;  we  ihall  have  an  ill-fpent 
B  2  huer 


12  THE    ROMP, 

letter  tc-morrow,  or  next  day,  thrown  into  the  airy,  threa- 
tening to  burn  the  houfe.  Here,  Walter,  call  that  fellow 
back, 

7\  Cert.  Call  that  fellow  back. 

Barn.   Call  him  back  yourfelf. 

T.  Cock.  Captain,  Captain  !  ccme  ba  k,  come  back  ? 
Re-enter  Sightly. 

S'ght.   Well,  what  do  you  want  ? 

2\  Coifi  My  uncle  wrants  to  fpeak  to  y<*U» 

Bam.   Bid  Prifcilla  Tomboy  come  hither. 

2\  Cock.  Bid  Pufciiia  Tumboy  come  hither. 
Enter  Piifcilla  and  Penelope, 

Bern.   I'll  put  an  end  to  this  affair  d'neclly. — Captain, 
if  )Ou  pleafe,  I  want  to  fpeak  with  you  again  one  moment.! 
C me  here,  Mifs  PiiiTy,  did  y  u  ever   fee  this  young  gen- 
tftmari  fe  fori  f  » 

Prif.  Ves,  to  be  fare  I  did. 

Barn.  Well,  but  you  never  wrote  to  him,  did  you  ? 

Prif.  Yes,  but  I  did  though. 

Barn.  And  where  did  you  get  acquainted  with  him, 
mitt  reft,  ? 

,  Prif.  Why,  if  ycu  muft  know,  I  got  acquainted  with 
him  at  a  friend's  houfe. 

Bam.  A  friend's  houfe  !   A  friend  of  yours  indeed  ? 

Prif.  Ye?,  a  friend  of  mine— -and  he  is  my  choice  ;  and, 
if  ycu  do  hot  give  yocft  confent,  why  1  will  marry  hire 
without  it. 

Bam*  Fetch  me  the  key  of  the  back-garret. 

Prij\  I  know  what  you  are  going  to  do  ;  ycu  are  going 
to  lock  me  up  ;  but  I  don't  care.  [Cries 

Sight.  Pray,  Sir,  do  not  ufe  the  young  lady  ill  on  mj 
account. 

Barn.         Sirrah,  leave  the  houfe  this  minute, 

Or  I'll  fend  to  my  Lord  Mayor. 
Sight.         Sir,  I  want  not  to  flay  tin  it  ; 

-     Wherefore  do  you  rave  and  flare  ? 
Prif.  Yo-s.  may  lock  me  up  in  prifon  : 

But  1  mind  not  that  a  ftraw  ; 
jC  Cock.  Her'n  the  fault  is  more  than  his'n, 
9k.  Uncle,  brother,  pray  withdraw. 

Bam.         To  bring  up  a  romp's  the  devil. 

S'Zt''         1  Did  your  ever  fee  the'like  ? 

Jtam.         Captain,  pray,  Sir,  he  fo  civil: 
1\  Cock.  Hold,  Sir,  hold,  you  muft  not  ftrike, 

Banu         Life  and  death  I'm  out  of  patience, 
And  I  will  at  nothing  Hick; 
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So  niece,  nephew,  wank  relations,     * . 
'Gad  I'll  play  you  all  a  trick. 
r.  Ccck.      "\  Stick  aj  n<thmg  !   pray,  Sir,  tarry  ; 
pen.  What  is  it  you  mean  to  do  ?     « 

$arn.         'Shloool,  you  dog,,  you  Cut,  I'll  marry  ^ 
fa:.  Marry  !• 

r.  Gck.  Marry  ! 

Wrifi  You,  Sir  \ 

Kgbf.  YOU   ! 

prfr&  Yes;4'i^  t;Jke  a  **'&  an<*  fttng  YOT> 

T.ike  a  wife,  and  get  an  heir;  * 

{Heaven  to  your  fenfes  bring  you  : 
AnOdear  uncle  !   have  a  car*:. 
C    1      11.      £>  V  E  N   K,    a  garden  behind  Cot  k ney '  i  ha uj'f. 
Prifcilla  takes  a  Utter  from  b>r  poiket ;  La  Blond  following., 

rif    y  TERE,  this  wyy— ~come  into  the  yard  here I 

[  arn  afraid  to  fpeak  or  move  in  the  rn,ufe,  I  am 

watched .-Here  is  a  letter  for  felve  Captain — you  will 

ake  apologies  about  my  wrking,  becaufe  the  lines  are  a 
tile  crooked-*— ^— ex  cufe  my  fuelling  too,  and  if  he  cannot 
lake'om  all  the  words,  do  you  help  him. 
La  Bhnd.  Never  fear,  I  (hall  take  it  to  his  lodgings  rhj>* 
If;  but  it  feems  y--ur  guardian  did  not  behave  well  to? 
im  this  morning  ;  Mailer  Watty  too  was  unmannerly^ 
rid  he  fwears  vengeance  againft  him. 

Prif  With  all  my  heart — —^Lethim  beat  hfm  while  he 
s  able  to  iland  over  him  ;  but  there  is  a  rare  buttle  within.* 
The  old  man  fwears  that  Watty  fhail  not  have  me  now, 
nd  he  is  going  to  fend  me  back  to  the  Weil-Indies  cireft-*. 
y—  He  is,  faith — He  is  gone  to  Dcptford  to  fpeak  to  a 
:aptain  of  a  (hip;  but  I  will  not  go  backtd  the  Wed- Indies 
or  him.  And  what  do  you  think  1  have  done  ? — I  have 
yerfuaded  Watty  that  my  love  for  theCaptain,  and  r&y 
writing  to  him,  was  all  only  a  fham. 
La  Blond.  A  fham  |  How  could  you  do  that  ? 
Prif  O,  very  eaflly,  by  flattering  him  up  ; — by  telling 
him  he  is  a  pretty  young  man,  and  has  handfome legs,  you. 
BQay  make  him  believe  any  thing. 

La  Blond.  Well,  Mifs  Pnify,  I  am  {are  I  w;(h  to  fee  you 
happy  with  all  my  heart;  but  I  am  not  unacquainted  with 
the  family  of  the  Cockneys ;  and,  believe  me,  if  they  did 
not  know  you  to  be  a  young  lady  of  a  very  large  fortune, 
they  would  not  make  fbch  a  fufs  about  you  as  they  do. 

Prif.  O,  I  know  that  well  enough — They  are  as  frighten* 

cd  as  the  vengeance  now  about  my  going  to  Jamaica,  be- 

caufe  they  think  they  (hall  lefe  my  money.    So  I  have  told 

Watty,  that  if  he  can  manage  it,  I  will  go  off  with- htm  to, 

B  $  Scotland 
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Scotland  to-night,  where  they  fay  folks  may  be  married 
fpke  of  any  one. 

La  Blond.  Go  off  with  him  to  Scotland  ? 

Prif.  There,  now  fhe  is  jealous — Hu(h  !  fpeak  foftly 
it  is  agreed  between  us,  that  we  are  to  go  out  together 
foon  as  it  is  dark.  Don't  you  think  that  the  Captain  cou 
hit  upon  fome  contrivance  to  meet,us  in  the  ttreet,  and  tal 
mefrom  Waf.y  r  He  (hail  not  have  much  trouble,  for,  eco 
1  will  be  willing  enough  to  go  j  and  if  he  does  but  bluft 
and  fweara  little,  poor  Watty  will  be  afraid  to  fay  a  word, 

La  Blend.  Take  you  from  him  ! 

Prt/l  Why  'tis  the  only  way  to  get  me  ;  if  iris  not  done  J.. 
fcight,  it*s  odds  but  the  old  man  will  fend  me  off  to*morrov 

La  Blond,  Let  me  confider  a  little. 

Prif.  What  are  you  thinking  off,  Mifs  La  Blond  r> 

La  Blond.  \v  by,  look  you,  Mifs  Prifly,  this  is  a  very  f< 
rious  affiir,  and  fhould  be  well  weighed  before  any  thing 
done  in  it.     But  I  wiU  go  with  your  ksterto  the  Captair 

Prif.  Ay,  do,  my  dear,  and  when  I  am  married  to  il 
Captain,  you  may  have  Watty  yourfelf,  if  you  like  it;  an 
I  dare  fay,  one  day  or  other  he  will  be  an  alderman. — 
But,  ftay,  let  me  go  this  way,  and  do  you  go  that  ;  for 
they  fee  us  together,  they  may  fufpett.  Mifs  La  Blond,  d< 
fire  the  Captain  to  bring  his  fervant  along  with  him  ;  an 
tell  him,  if  he  is  a  good  fellow,  he  (hall,  when  I  am  marrit 
to  his  matter,  have  as  much  rum  as  ever  he  can  drink  fc 
nothing.  f  Exit  Mifi  La  Biota 

Enter  Young  Cockney. 

Y.  Cock.  Mifs  Priffy,  Mifs  Priffy,  I  want  to  fpeak  toyoi 

Prif.  Well,  what  do  you  want  ? 

Y.  Cock.  Why,  Mifs  Priffy,  I  have  been  thinking  0 
what  you  were  faying  to  me  ;  and,  if  I  was  fure  you  wout 
not  return  to  any  of  your  own  tricks 

Prif.  Why,  to  be  fure,  Mafter  Watty,  I  have  been  a  ver 
fad  girl,  and  I  do  not  deferve  that  you  fhould  have  an; 
kindnefs  for  me. 

Y.  Cock.  Perhaps,  Mifs  Priffy,  you  think  I  cannot  get  J 
wife.  There  is  a  widow  gentlewoman,  worth  a  mafter  o 
forty  thoufand  pounds  ;  her  hufband  was  a  great  fugar 
baker  in  Ratcliff  Highway  ;  and,  if  I  would  marry  her 
fhe  would  fettle  every  farthing  (he  is  worth  upon  me. 

Prif.  Indeed,  I  do  not  doubt  it. 

Y.  Cock.  But  you  are  for  an  officer,  it  feems,  and  I  dor/l 
fee  that  they  are  a  bit  cleverer  than  other  people.  I  believe, 
I  have  been  reckoned  as  genteel  as  any  of  them  ;  befulcs, 

wha! 
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what  is  a  little  outride  ihew  ?  If  you  had  a  mind  to  go  toj 
Sco»laod  with  this  here  Captain,  now  it'st)dds  if  he  could 
find  money  to  pay  for  a  polt-chay. 

Prif  I  don't  care  for  the  Captain  ;  I  wifh  you  would  not 
mentiorrhimat  all — I  am  amamed  when  ever  I  think  of  him. 

Y.  Cock.   And  fo  you  ought,  Mifs. 

Prif.  1  know  I  ought,  but  I  was  bewitched,  I  am  fure 
I  have  been  crying  about  it  like  any  thing  ;  only  fee, 
Watty,  how  r^d  my  eyes  are. 

Y.  Cock.  Ah  I   fudge  !  that  is  no  crying,  you  have  been 

putting  an  innion  to  them, But,  I  fay,  if  you  get  your- 

felf  ready,  I  will  go  along  with  you  as  foon  as  it  is  dufk— 
Don't  you  think  thefe  cloaths  become  me,  Mifs  Prifiy  \  I 
have  a  mind  to  take  them  along  with  us. 

Prif.   You  I*  ok  very  jemmy  in  them,  I  am  fure. 

Y.  Cock.  Why  I  think  they  (hew  the  fall  of  my  (houlders;  I 
have  a  very  fine  fail  in  my  moulders;  have  not  I,  MifsPr^fly? 

Prif.  Yes,  injiaed  have  you  ? 

Y.  Ccck.  Werl,  but  there's  one  thing  as  perhaps  you  did 
not  know,  if  you  marry  without  my  uncle's  confent,  you  are 
not  to  have  no  fortune  ;  fo  that  I  am  taking  yen  hap  at  a 
hazard  ;  and  if  he  mould  not  forgive  us  afterwards,  1  (hall 
have  you  to  maintain  ;  which  will  be  very  hard  upon  me. 

Prif.  Oh  !  but  he  will  forgive  us  ;  befides,  if  you  go 
with  me  to  Jamaica,  I'll  raife  the  negers  for  us — 'tis  only 
beating  them  well,  giving  them  a  few  yams,  and  they'll  do 
any  thing  you  bid  them. 

Y.  Cock.  Well,  we  cannot  go  yet ;  but  you  may  prepare 
yourfclf,  while  I  ftep  in.  Mifs  PrifTy,  don't  you  think  our 
going  off  will  be  in  the  news-papers  ? — We  hear  that  a 
great  Veil-Indian  /ortune  has  lately  eloped  with  the  fon  of 
an  imminent  grocer  in  the  city  — and  when  we  come  back, 
Lord  !  I  warrant  there  will  be  noife  enough  made  about  u?t 

[Exit, 

Prif.  Quaflieba!  Qualheba  !  Quameba ! 

Shtajh.  What,  M  fly  ? 

Prif.  Throw  out  my  hat  and  my  fhawl :  I  will  be  ready 
in  a  minute  ;  he  (hall  not  wait  far  me,  I  warrant  him-~How 
purely  1  have  managed  it.  IF  the  Captain  does  but  meet 
us  now — Watty  thinks,  as  fure  as  any  thing,  I  will  go  off 
with  him — He  is  the  greateft  fool  that  I  ever  knew- — But 
fuppofe  the  Captain  does  not  meet  us,  mud  I  go  off  with 
Watty  ?— Ecod,  I  will  not— I  will  bawl  out  in  the  ftreet, 
^nd  fay  he  is  running  away  with  me — Let  me  fee  now, 
have  I  got  all  my  things  f  have  I  forgot  nothing  ? 

D^ar 
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Pe.ir  me,  bow  I  1  >ng  to  be  married* 
And  in  my  own  c  ..    u  to  be  carried ; 
Befide  me  tq  ee, 
Hot*    ,  .  'twill  he  ! 

My  hufband,  and,  may  he* 
A  fweet  little  baby, 
As  pretty  as  he. 
Already  I  hoar 
Its  tongue  in  my  ear  5 
Papa,  papa  t 
Mama,  mama ! 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ? 
Oh,  gracious !   vvh:.t  calling, 
What  ftamping,  what  bawling. 
When  firft  I  am  mifs'd  by  the  clan  I 
Mifs  Molly  will  chafer,  * 

Old  Square  Toes  will  clatter, 
But  catch  me  again  if  they  cam 
Dear  me,  how  1  long,  &x.  [ExiA 

Scene,  Ludgate-HdL     Enter  Sightly  and  Mifs  La  Blond', 
La  Blond,  Captain  Sightly  !    Mercy    on    uf>  how    you- 
frighten'd  me  ! 

Sight.  Well,  you  fee  I  am  a  true  foldier,  at  my  pod:  ani 
ready  to  engage.  Her  letter  mentions  the  Bell-Savage-* 
Inn — If  fo,  we  cannot  be  better  flaiioned  than  here? 

La  Blond.  But  I  fay,  Captain,  when  you  have  got  Mifs 
Tomboy,  where  do  you  think  to  take  her  ? 
Sight.  To  Scotland  directly,  my  girl. 
La  Blond,  No,  no,  that  will  never  do — 'She  (hall  go  and 
lie  at  my  aunt's  to-night  ;  and  in  the  morning  I  am  certain 
we  will  hit  upon  a  plan  to  get  Mr.  Barnacle's  content  to 
your  marriage. 

Sight.  Well,  my  dear,  I  will  leave  every  thing  to  you ;  I 
am  lure  I  cannot  be  in  more  trufly  hands. 

La  Blond.  Hujh,  hufli,  I  he^r  them  coming  :  hide  your- 

felf  for  a  few  minutes.  [They  retire. 

Enter  Young  Cockney  and  VrifciUa. 

Prif.  La,  Matter    Watty — you  hurry   fo  fall — I  vow  I 

mull  flop  and  reft  myfelf,  fo  I  muft  j  I  am  as  tired  as  any 

thing. 

T.  Cock.  Why  would  you  not  let  me   call  a  hackney 
coach  then  ?  But  I  tell  you  ft  will  be  dark  prtfently,  and 
we  (hall  meet  f  >me  highwaymen  on  the  road  near  London, 
Prif.   Well,  (lay  a  moment  then,  till  1  tie  my  fwafh. 
Y.  Cock.  Well  then,  tie  your  fwafh* 
Prif.  It  was  you  that  was  fo  long  before  you  came  out 
—Oh,  la!  there  are  two  great  big  men  (landing  at  yonder 
corner— — - I  won't  go  any  father,  Mafty  Watty, 

2~.  Cock* 
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Y.  Cock.  What's  the  matter  with  you,  Mifs  Prifly  ?  La, 
you  frighten  me  out  of  my  wits. 

Prif.  Mafter  Watty,  juft  ftep  to  that  corner,  and  fee  if 
they_are  gone.     Never  fear,  I  won't  leave  you. 
[Prif cilia  gives  Young  Cockney  the  end  of  her  fbaivl  to  hcJd9 

and  nubile  he  is  looking  another  <way9J/?c  runs  ojfnvith  Cap- 
lain  Sightly, 

Y*  Coch  If  ever  I  knew  the  like  of  you  !  Thefe's  no 
danger  ;  come  a^onp-.  [Difccvirs  the  trick  and  runs  after  them. 
Scene,  a  room  at  M fi  La  Blond's  aunt  s  houje.      Enter  Cap- 
tain Sightly,  Prifcilla,  and  Mfs  La  Bland.   .  The  C  ftkin 

fajlens  the  door, 

T.  Cock,  [at  the  outfideof  the  door.]   Mid  PriiTy,  I  know 

very  welt  you  are  here  ;  I  faw  ycu  w  th  y  -ur  Captain 

I  wonder  you.  are  not  aihamed  of  yourieU,  Mifs  La  Blond, 
to  encourage  a  young  lady  ro  run  away  from  h.r  friends, 

Sijrht    What  the  devil  (hall  we  do  now  ? 

Prif,  [to  the  Captain.']  Say  I  am  not  here, 
•  Sight.  I  tell  you,  Sir,  fhe  is  not  here, 

Prif  I  tell  yov*,  Sir,  (he  is  not— — 

Y.  Cock    Ah,  ah!  I  fee  you,  Mif,  through  the  key-hole, 

Sight.  What  (hall  we  do  ? 

Frif  Let  him  in,  who's  afraid  ?- Come   in,  Mafter 

Watty,  who  cares  for  you  ?  [She  lets  him  in* 

Y.  C^ik.  And  who  cares  for  you— Will  you  come  home, 
Mifs  PrihV  » 

Prif  No  I  won't— — -I  vvifti,  Mafter  Watty,  you  would 
make  yeurfeif  fcar.ee. 

Y-  Cock.  Well,  Mifs,  you  will  be  made  to  repent  of  this, 

Prif.       Get  you  gone,  you  nafty  thin*,  you  \ 

Do  you  think  I  care  for  yon  ? 
Y.  Cock.  I'll  go,  and  lhortly  bring  you 

Thofe fhall  make  you  dearly  rue. 
And  to  you,  Sir,  I'll  brng  two,  Sir. 

*ff/'       I  Who,  Sir  }  who,  Sir  ?  w  ho  > 

JT.  Cock.  Never  mind,  no  matter  who. 
Sight.      If  that  here  you  longer  tarry, 

You  may  d n nee  away  to  carry 
That  you  will  not  like  to  bear. 
Prif.       You'll  well  he  he;.ten. 
T.  Cock.  What!   you  threaten  ! 
Pri'.  Captain,  draw  yc-ur  fword  and  fwear. 

Sight.      'Soloed  and  thunder  !     La  Blend,  Keep  afunder*! 
T.  Cock.      Let  him  touch  me  if  lie  dare. 
JPf?£       Mailer  Watt—ill  tell  you  what, 

H<one  you  had  much  btft'er  trot. 

r.  && 
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T.  Cock.  Will  you  go  with  me,  or  not  i 
Prif.       Trot,  Watt,  I  will  not. 

Get  you  gone,  you  nafty  thing,  %cc. 

\Prif cilia  puts    h  erf  elf  in  a  boxing  attitude^  and  beats  Young 
Cockney  off.  [Exeunt. 

Scene,  Cockney9  s  houfe      Enter  Barn.  Y.  Cock,  and  Pen. 

Barn.  I  (ay  I  will  not  fee  her— let  her  go  from  whence  fhe 
came— I  (hall  write  her  friends  in  Jamaica  word,  by  the  next 
packet,  that  I  was  not  ftropg  enough  to  hold  her,  and  that 
when  I  was  on  the  eve  of  fending  her  back  to  them,  fhe  ran 
away  from  me,  with  a  young  fellow  that  nobody  knows. 

Y.  Cock,  Do  fo,  uncle  ;  and  I  wonder  fhe  has  the  impu- 
dence to  come  back,  after  flaying  out  all  night. 

Bam.  And,  I  wonder,  firrah,  you  dare  have  the  impu- 
dence to  take  her  out,  when  I  ordered  her  to  keep  hex  room  : 
it  is  allyour  doings. 

Pen.  Well,  pray,  ttear  Sir,  let  me  prevail  upon  you  to  fee 
her,  and  hear  what,  fhe  can  fay  for  herfclf. 

Y.  Cock.  She  can  fay  nothing  for  herielf,  filler  Penny  ;  and 
I  believe  Mifs  La  Blond  was  concerned  along  with  them, 
however  fair  fhe  may  carry  it. 

Pen.  Well,  uncle,  will  you  cendefcend  to  fee  this  mad  girl  I 

Barn.  Where  is  fhe  ? 

Pen.  Above,  in  my  chamber  ;  fhe  is  afraid  to  come  down 
without  your  permiflion,  fhe  feems  really  forry  for  what  fhe  has 
done,  and  perhaps  things  may  not  be  fo  bad  as  they  appear, 

Y.  Cock  O,  I  warrant  they  are  bad  enough. 

Bam.  I'll  break  your  bones,  you  dog  ! 

Y.  Cock.  For  what  ? 

Barn    Bid    that  girl   come   hither.  \Exit  Penelope.]  But 
here,  take  this  flick  ;  I  will  not  trull  myfelf  near  her  with  it, 
left  I  mould  do  her  a  mifchief.  [Gives  bis  cane  toY.  Cockney, 
Enter  Prifcilla  e?td  Pentlope. 

Bam.  Oh  !  madam  Run-a-way— - 

Prif.  Don't  be  angry,  pray  don't,  and  I'll  tell  you— — 

Barn.  HufTey,  what  made  you  go  out  laft  night  ? 

Prif.  Why,  it  was  Mafter  Watty  made  me  ;  we  were  go- 
ing to  Scotland  to  be  married. 

Bam,  7'o  Scotland  !  Oh  !  you  dog,  Walter  ! 

Y-  Cock.  Well,  it  was  fhe  herfelf  propofed  it. 

Prif  Suppofe  I  d:d,  you  know  when  I  was  in  the  houfe  I 
never  could  be  at  rell  for  him  ;  he  was  always  making  love  to 
me. 

Y.  Cock.  I  make  love  to  her  \  I  never  fpoke  a  civil  word 
to  her  in  all  my  life. 

Bam. 
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Barn.  Hold  your  tongue,  firrah  ;  but  I  fay,  where  have 
you  been  all  night  ?  let  me  hear  that. 

Prif.   You'll  be  angry. 

Barn.  Tell  me  the  truth. 

Prif.  Why  the  gentleman  that  loves  me,  the  officer  that 
was  here  yeiterday,  met  me  and  Matter  Watty  in  the  itreet, 
and  To  he  took  me  away  from  him — And — but  why  did  little 
Watty  take  me  out  ? 

Barn*  Ay,  it's  very  true,  it's  all  your  fault,  firrah  ;  but 
where  did  he  take  you  ? 

Prif.  To  his  lodgings ;  for  he  faid  he  loved  me  fo,  he 
could  not  live  without  me  ;  and  if  \  did  not  confent  to  be 
his  wife,  he  faid  he  would  kill  himfelf  on  the  fpot. 

Barn.  Kill  himfelf,  you  wicked  girl  ! 

Prif.    I  knew  you  would  be  in  a  paffion  about  it. 

Barn.  Hark  you,  -huffy,  I  have  but  one  queltion  more  to 
alk  you  :  are  you  ruined,  or  not  ? 

Prif.  Oh  dear— he,  he,  he 
*      Barn.  You  impudent— ~ 

Prif.   Little  Watty  makes  me  laugh. 

Barn,  And  fo  you  and  the  gentleman  palled  for  man  andwife? 

Prif  Why,  I'll  allure  you,  at  firft  I  was  very  much  againft 
it,  for  I  faid  I  did  not  think  it  was  becoming  ;  and  he  faid 
he  would  rather  lie  in  the  ilreet  than  incommode  me  :  and  I 
feeing  him  fo  polite,  faid  he  mould  not  run  the  rifk  of  catch- 
ing cold  for  the  love  of  me  - 

Barn.   And  fo  you 

Prif  Why,  he  faid  he  would  be  civil  to  me,  and  I'm  fure 
he'll  marry  me,  for  he  gave  me  his  promife  two  or  three  times, 

Bam.  Get  you  gone,  hully  ! 

Prif   I  knew  now,  this  would  be  the  way. 
Enter  Servant. 

Sfr*v.  Captain  Sightly,  Sir,  defires  to  fpeak  to  you- 

Bam.  Defire  him  to  walk  up,  [Exit  Servant. 

Prif.  Sir,  if  you  plcufe  to  call  to  Watty. 

Y  Cock.  Sir,  pleafe  to  fpeak  to  Priffy  ! 

Bam.   Have  done,  you  couple  of  devils. 

Enter  Captain  Sightly  and  Mtys  Ln  Blond* 

Barn.  Sir,  I'm  informed  that  your  name  is  Charles  Sight- 
ly, lieutenant  in  I  know  not  what  regiment  of  loot ;  that 
you  have  feduced  this  girl 

Prif  Well,  why  don't  you  fay  we  are  married  ? 

Bam.  In  a  word,  Captain,  I  am  inform' d  my  hopeful 
ward  here  has  paffed  the  night  at  your  lodgings— -Anfwcr  me 
*ipon  your  honour ;  is  it  fo  or  mot  i  for  in  that  c\ife,  I  mull 
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e'en  give  her  to  you. 

Sight,  You  afk  me  upon  .my  honour  ? 

Bam.   Ay,  I  do,  Sir, 

Sight.  Then,  Sir,  I  will  not  give  it  in  a  falftiood  for  my 
intercfl :  the  young  lady  is  perfectly  innocent  ;  and  this  is 
only  a  fcheme  to  incline  you  to  confent  to  cur  marriage. 

Prif.  Oh,  you  fool— — 

Barn.  Hold  your  tongue,  impudence — You  are  a  brave 
young  fellow,  I  believe,  and  more  deferving  of  her  than  my 
own  relation  ;  therefore  I  give  her  to  you  ;  and  let  this  teach 
you  for  the  future,  to  ufe  candour  on  all  occafions 

Pi  if.  Oh,  my  dear  guardian  !  [Runs  and  ktjjfes  bim. 

Barn.  You  fpoil  my  wig — Let  me  hear  no  more  of  you. 
Hark  you,  child,  [to  Mifs  ha  Blond.']  Do  you  think,  if  a 
hufband  was  thrown  in  your  way,  old  enough  to  be  your  fa- 
ther, that  old  Nic  would  not  tempt  you  —  you  underltand  rne? 

La  Blond.  Sir,  I  think  I  mould  make  a  good  wife. 

Barn.  Say'fl  thou  fo,  my  girl  ?  why  then  1  will  marry  you 
myfelf  to-morrow  morning  — Ladies  and  gentlemen,  you  are 
heartily  welcome — Pray  falute  the  young  bride  and  bride- 
groom :  and  now  let  us  forget  all  palt  bickerings  and  mifun- 
derftandings,  and  be  as  merry  as  mufic  and  good  cheer  can 
make  you. 

T.  Cock.  Hear,  city  youths,  this  friendly  rhime, 
'Tis  worthy  well  attending  ; 

0  go  not  on,  your  precious  time 
In  vain  delight's  rmflpending  : 

Bucks,  bloods,  and  ("marts,  reform  your  ways, 
Leave  dancing,  wenching,  ganging,  plays  $ 
Firfl  get  the  cam,  then  cut  a  flalh, 
Nor  be  afham'd  of  mending. 
Sight.      I  have  been  naughty,  I  confefs, 
But  now  you  need  not  doubt  it, 

1  mean  my  follies  to  redrefs, 
And  ttraight  will  fet  about  it  : 

'Tis  model!  fwixtnefs  gives  the  grace 
To  birth,  to  fortune,  and  to  lace  s 
1  hat  charm  fecure,  will  long  endure, 
And  all  is  vain  without  ir-. 
Prif.      And  now  our  fcenic  talk  is  done, 

This  comes  of  courfe,  you  know,  Sirs  j 
We  drop  the  m;fk  off,  every  one, 
And  ft  a  ml  in  flam  qm$  Sirs  j 
Your  ancient  friends  and  fervants  we, 
Who  humbly  wait  for  your  decree  5 
One  gracious  fmile  to  crown  our  toil, 
Aixl  happy  let  us  go,  Sirs.  [Fxcuttt  omut% 
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